
FEATURING 


THE OLD WITCH 


THE VAULT-KEEPER 


THE CRYPT-KEEPER 





1 HEE.HEE' FOND FELICITATIONS, FREAKS' COME INTO THE HAUNT OF FEAR... THE REVOL TIMS RESTAURANT OF 
REEFING RECITATIONS, SOUAT DOWN AT THE TERROR-TABLE THERE, AND GET READY FOR SOME SORT 60R6- j 
I H08 OF GRUESOME SAOS/NSS. YEP, IT'S YOUR SHIVER-CHEF, THE OLD DUTCH, STIRRING UP HER CRUDOT \ 
CAULDRON, READY TO METE OUT HER MORBID MENU. TODAY'S TIDBITS INCLUDE MOLDY MILR, WHIPPED SCREAM, 
PUTRID PABLUM, FOUL FARINA AND CHOPPED COD LIVERS. ALL BABY FOODS / PERFECT CHILDISH CHEW- 
INBS SLOPPEO PAST YOUR GREEDY GUMS TO WHET YOUR APPETITE FOR THE MAIN COURSE... A DISGUSTING DISH 


Take a good long look at me. not very pretty, 

EH? I'M JUST AN OLO, DILAPIDATED, WEATHER-BEATEN, 
PAINT-STARVED, ONCE- PROUD MANSION NOWfT'K. KNOWN 
BETTER DAYS. ..THE DAYS WHEN I WAS BRIGHT AND NEW 
AND PROUD, WITH CRYSTAL WINDOWS, DRESSED UP IN 
FRESH CLEAN COATS OF PAINT, STANDING STATELY 
UPON A LUSH GREEN LAWN. BUT THOSE DAYS ARE GONE. 
GONE AND ALMOST FORGOTTEN. NOW, PEOPLE SHUN Ml 
HURRY PAST ME IN DREAD... AS IF I WERE A HAUNTED 
HOUSE... 



Well, that's what i am. a haunted house ? MOT the 
HAUNTED HOUSE OF HORROR TRADITION. WITH BLOOD - 
STAINED STAIRCASES AND REENACTMENTS OF EVIL DEEDS 
ECHOING DOWN MT MUSTY OUJ CORRIDORS, AND GHOSTS OF 
LONG-DEAD OCCUPANTS FLITTING AND SWIRLING THROUGH 
MY EMPTY PLASTER -CRACKED ROOMS, WAILING ANO CLANK- 
ING CHAINS. NO/ I'M A DIFFERENT KIND OF HAUNTED 
house. I'M haunted by a horrible L/YINS SECRET. 

THERE'S ANOTHER KIND OF WAILING WITHIN ME. LISTEN 


Yes, the cries of a child vibrate within my 

ROTTING SHELL-THE SQUALLING OF A BABY / 
WHAT'S WRON6 WITH THAT, YOU ASK? ISNT THAT 
A PERFECTLY NORMAL THING FOR A BABY TO DO . 
CRY? PERHAPS/ but THIS baby is DY/NS/ltS 
DYING OF ..WHAT’S THAT ? THAT SOUND IN THE 
NIGHT . COMING CLOSER? / IT'S THE CHURNING OF 
AN AUTOMOBILE'S STRA ININS ENSINE ... 
COMING ALONG THE OLD ROAD THAT RUNS BY ME'_. 


RRftft*fiRRRRRRRRRf! f 


I FEEL MY ANCIENT TIMBERS GROAN- 
ING AS THE WHEELS SPIN USELESSLY, 
SINKING DEEPER AND DEEPER INTO 
THE MUD. X FEEL A SHIVER RUN 
THROUGH MY EAVES AS THE DRIVER 
STEPS FROM THE STUCK CAR CURSING- 


WHO WOULD BE FOOL ENOUGH TO 
BE OUT IN THIS DISMAL NIGHT OF 
POURIN8 RAIN AND LURID LIGHT- 
NING FLASHES THAT LIFT THE CUR- 
TAIN OF DARK MOMENTARILY FROM 
TIME TO TIME? THERE IT COMES, 
DOWN THE UNPAVED OIRT ROAD, NOW 
JUST A RUTTED QUAGMIRE OF MUD- 


A CAR, SCARCELY DRA66/N6 
ITSELF THROUGH THE CLINGING 
SLUDGE. BUT .4tf...N0,IT < MK$7*7 
STOP, rr MUSTN'T. KEEP GOING 
PAST ME' DON'T STOP HERE f IT 
WOULD BE CANCEROUS FOR YOU 
TO STOP HERE... TONI6HT/.. 


I 'LL KEEP UTTERLY SILENT and try to HIDE 
MYSELF BEHIND THE CLOAK OF NIGHT. PERHAPS HE'LL 
WALK ON DOWN THE ROAO. PERHAPS HE WONT SEE ME. 
perhaps . OH .DEAR/ THAT L/SHTMINS FLASH 
SILHOUETTES ME AGAINST the fluid sky... 


ttOT TO FIND A PLACE TO SPEND THE 
N/6HT. I WONDER IF THERE ARE ANY 
HOUSES IN THIS GOD-FORSAKEN ^ 
TERRITORY... 


WHAT L UCK/ THERE V 
' ONE ... CLOSE BY...^B 




'What LUCK', he says' the poor tool' BAD luck' now 
he's sloshing toward me. I've got to discourage 

HIM .. GOT TO DRIVE HIM AWAY... FOR HIS OWN SAKE. I'LL 
BANG MY SHUTTERS CLOSED, HIDING THE DIM L /SHT 
FROM THE NURSERY, CONCEALING THE FACT THAT SOfcC- 
ONE LIVES HERE. PERHAPS HE'LL BE FRIGHTENED THEN 
AT MY BR OODING E MPTY UNFRIENDLY APPEARANCE AND GO 

AN EERIE J 

locking ! C HATE 4 

TO SPEND A NIGHT in 

- - IN THERE.. 


He'S HESITATING, SHIVERING AT MY BRIM FORE- 
BODING AIR. I'M WINNING f C'M.OH.THE IDIOT/ 
HE'S THINKING L06/CALLY...PLAOW9 PR ACT I - 
CAL/TY ABOVE FEAR Am DREAD... 


r OH, WELL' irS THE ONLY HOUSE FOR WILES, 

, AND ANY PORT IN A STORM.' I CANT JUST 
STAND HERE ALL NIGHT GETT1 NO SOAKED 
TO THE SKIN... MAYBE CATCH MY DEATH OF ^ 

COLD f 90... HERE GOES... 


Here he domes again, what can i 

DO TO STOP HIM? IF I COULD ONLY 
SCREAM A WARNING. IF I COULD 
ONLY SHOUT, “STOP' DON'T COME 
HERE' NOT TONIGHT.' 90 AWAY' 
DON'T ENTER MY DOOR OR YOU'RE 
LOST.'" BUT ALAS, I CANNOT 
scream. WAIT.' I CAN SANG MY 

SHUTTERS... , 

WT^haFTthatt OH- .JUST the J 
■ SHUTTERS CLATTERING OPEN J 
«^AN0 SHUT, say.' there's a J 

Tmrfom^USHr UP THERE'^I 


It DOESN'T FRIGHTEN him.' what 
ELSE CAN I DO? NOTHING BUT LET 
THE WIND WHISTLE AND SIGH 
MOURNFULLY THROUGH MY CHINKS 
AND CREVICES... 


But STILL HE COMES, what ELSE' 
THE BATS ' Of COURSE.' PEOPLE 
ARE FRI6HTENED OF BATS . EASY 
TO RATTLE MY RAFTERS AND CHASE 
A FLOCK FROM MY ATTIC. ■ . 


' WHAT THE-P ON... 1 
JUST A BUNCH OF 4 
BATS' I MUST HAVE J 
FRIGHTENED THEM. 4 
THEY WON'T BOTHER 


He JUMPS ASIDE NIMBLY. HE KEEPS COMING . ONE LAST 
CHANCE. THE LOOSE BOARD IN MY PORCH STEPS. THERE'- 




Oh, how stubborn can he be ? 

HE JUST PICKS HIMSELF UP AND 
CALLS HIMSELF 'CLUMSY'? IT'S 
ENOUGH TO MAKE ME BLOW UNROOF* 
HE'S DEFIED ALL MY ATTEMPTS TO 
SENO HIM FLEEIN6. NOW, HE'S AT MY 
FRONTDOOR- KNOCKING.. NOT 
KNOWING HE'S BEGGING ENTRY INTO 
A HIDEOUS TRAP... 



My DOOR CREAKS OPEN ON HINGES 
THAT HAVE NOT TASTED OIL FOR 
L0N6, LONG YEARS. HE'S SMOCKED 
AT THE FACE THAT APPEARS IN THE 
DOORWAY . ONE OF THOSE YOUNG- 
OLD FACES, WRINKLED AS IF WITH 
GREAT AGE, YET STAMPED WITH A 
KIND OF YOUTH FULNESS... 


I ...I'M SORRY 


r OH,ro<JPOOR\ 


TO DISTURB you 
AT THIS HOUR... 
BUT, YOU SEE, MY 
CAR GOT STUCK 
IN THE MUD, AND I.. 


NAN.* COME 
IN OUT OF 
THE RAIN.' 



SEE HOW EAGERLY she WELOONES 
HIM. HE'S TAKING IT AS A SIGN OF 
HOSPITALITY f OH, WHAT an KNOT* 
WELL, HE'LL FIND OUT SOON 

ENOUGH... — T ~ 

^MrTiAMris^^ LOCKWOOD'S 
CYNTHIA ACKROYD. \ MY name' 
I'm A WIDOW f IMS. j EDGAR 
OFF YOUR WET THINGS I LOCKWOOD* 
AND WARN YOURSELF/ I'M A 
w BY THE FIRE* 4 SALES NAN* 



SUDOENLY THE MEWLING SOUNDS START ..THE CRYING ... WATCH HER CLIMB THE STAIRS, LOCKWOOD.//£ff BABY: 
COMING FROM UP THE OLD WINOING STAIRS... COMING FROM USE YOUR MEAOf THINK ABOUT THA T FOR A MINUTE. 
THE NURSERY... THAT'S IT' THAT'S IT- .-j, 

'HER BABY?? SHE'S A MOTHER* • OH .SHE^H ! .tj 
PROBABLY ADOPTED ONE. NO, SHE COULDN'T 
HA YE. SHE'S A WIDOW, SHE SAID. I GUESS 
SHE'S YOUNGER THAN SHE LOOKS'? ERHAPS 
THE DEATH OF HER HUSBAND WITH THE 
BABY ON THE WAY AGED HER LIKE THAT' ~7|C^lgM 


LOH, PLEASE EXCUSE) YOUR 
'me' MY BABY is [BABY?* 
tr CRYING 




'poor thing? 

CAN’T YOU PHONE ■ 
FOR THE DOCTOR f 


f THERE'S NO PHONE HERE, MR. 
LOCKWOOD. NOW , DON'T YOU 
I TROUBLE YOURSELF . I'VE 
DOCTORED MY UTTLE DUNPUNG 
THROUGH NANY A CRISIS'^^- 


What a pitiful FOOL f why are all human beings 
SO LOGICAL WHEN THEY WANT TO BE? WHY DIDN'T HE 
TAKE MY WARNING ? HE DOESN'T EVEN SUSPECT, IS 
MRS. ACKROYD RETURNS .. 


T THE BABY'S STILL 
CRYING f IT SOUNDS 
I AS THOUGH IT'S . 
W IN PAIN/ H* 


THE IS, MR. LOCKWOOD' MY 
/BABY IS RATHER ILL/ BUT 
EVERYTHING WILL BE ALL 
^ RIGHT 



Yes. lockwood ' sof rush for 

A DOCTOR .' I £4 VE'ANY excuse' 
JUST DON 'T COME BACK . 00 
AHEAD f DON'T L/STEH TO HER... 


But the anguished howls of the 
BAST DISTURB TOU , DON'T THEY, 
LOCKWOOO? YOU FEEL SORRY FOR 
THE LITTLE TYKE... MAKE ONE MORE 
6ALLANT OFFER... f — — 
Ifli^VcAN 1 QO KETCH THE 

DOCTOR, MRS ACKROYD? 

MV CAR IS STUCK BUT 1 
COLUC MAKE !T0 H FOOT ' 
»?•?«[ I MEAN, IF TOUR BABY'S 

LIFE IS 'N DANGER M 


'he's JUST HUHSRYf 
ITS TIME FOR HIS > 
BOTTLE. THIS WILL j 
w QUIET HIM... y 


'YOU’RE SWEET TO ™ 
OFFER, MR. LOCKWOOD, 
BUT IT S M0TH/H6, / 
REALLY [ MY BABY f 
ISN'T THAT SICK? 


[BUT that 
) PITIFUL 

'WAIUNSI 
SO LOUD- 


Don't you think rr s ODD, mr. locxwooo? don’t you 

SEE. NOW? OONT YOU SENSE WHY EVERY MOMENT YOU SFEHD 
HERE IS MARCHING YOU CLOSER ANO CLOSER TO A N/6HT- 
MAR/SH FATE • OON T you SEE* or COURSE HOT, you 
FOOL.' INSTEAD, YOU LISTEN TO THE A6E-0LD HEART- 
WARMING SOUNDS DRIFTING OOWN TO YOU FROM THE NURSERY 
DOOR.. .THE SOUNDS OF THE LO VINB M O THE R ANO HER CHILD. 
ANO YOU SMILE 


MOf YOUCAM'T SEE him'Uh!?\^ 
THAT IS. YOU M/6HT CATCH HISC If 
BERMS. NO USE RISKING YOUR 
HEALTH. MR. LOCKWOOD' YOU 
JOST STAY DOWN HERE T»-LX 1*, 
TAKE CARE OF dumpling f 1 WON'T 
at 


'MUWER'S 'ITTLE dumplin' V. 
DARUN* IS HUNGWY... ISN'T HE? 
HASUM GOT NAUGHTY PAINS? 
MY POOR BABY ? HERE'S SOME 
L NICE WARM MILK...^^ 


Ah, THAT'S IT? THE FRAMED PICTURE ON THE DUST- 


COVERED PIANO' PICK IT UP. LOCKWOOO' PICK IT UP ANO 
REAP THE /ft " 


VPTION.' STUDY IT'. 


OH, WELL? MOTHERS ARE OUEER ABOUT 
THEIR t.\0S... OVERLY PROTECTIVE... 
SH/ELD/NS. SHE PROBABLY FIGURED I’M 
r THE one WITH THE SERMS.' she... A 
Lw WHAT'S THIS ? 





hmmm' way back from 

WORLD WAR OWE... 

4 MEMENTO SENT BY 
r WEATHER.' A 


r 0H? YOU'VE 
FOUND HIS - 
* PICTURE f HE 
WAS KILLED 
GOING OVER J 
THE TOP IN jm 


IT'S NOT AN ELEGANT ROOM, MR. LOCKWOOD, NONE 
OF MINE ARE NOW. YOU UNDRESS, GLOW OUT THE CAN- 
DLE, ANO SINK WITH EXHAUSTI ON INTO THE MUSTY OLD 
SOFT BED. AND YOU SLEEP. YOU SLEEP UNTIL YOU'RE 


X CAN'T SLEEP WITH THAT GOING 
ON? BUT THAT CRYING IS ODD 
SOMEHOW? NOT JUST PAIN .' * 

’ SOMETHING ELSE.' SOMETHING 4 
I CANT PUT MY FINGER ON ? A 


AWAKENED BY. . MGAM M 


*T HER FATHER' 
IS A CLUE THAT 
IE THE RIGHT 
RUN AND RUN 
E AT YOUR HEELS 


She WON'T OENY IT'S HER FATHER, 
MR. LOCKWOOD? SHE WOULON'T TELL 
YOU THE TRUTH? NOT SHE? THAT 
WOULD SPOIL IT ALL FOR HER. DONT 
YOU SEE THE SECRET SMILE ON HER 
FACE? STOP YAWNING f WANE UP... 


IF YOU DON'T MIND, J CERTAINLY? ’ 
I'D LIKE TO GO TOy COME? I'LL SHOW 
i BEO NOW? YOU YOUR ROOM? 


T HAT'S IT, LOCKWOOD? GET UP? PACE THE FLOOR ? 
THAT'S IT? THINK.'... 


See the uniform on the man, 

MR. LOCKWOOD? RECOGNIZE IT?,.. 



Does it come to you now, lockwood? listen 

CAREFUL L Y.' WHY DOES THAT BABY'S PITIFUL MEW- 
LING STRIKE you as DIFFERENT ? WHY* WHY'... 


f I KNOW.' irs TOO LOUD .' HOW 
CAN A SMALL BABY CRY SO LOUD? 



T HAT'S IT, LOCKWOOD. YOU'RE ON THE RIGHT TRACK' 
HURRY' DISCOVER THE TRUTH AND LEAVE MY MOULD- 
ERING TERROR-FILLED INSIDES. RUN ' RUN FROM ME 
nrmnnr- -p- r IT 

|i , JM^Tve got to SEE that baby? i've got to... 

WHAT'S THIS 


Yes? yes? your door is locked. That's it, lockwood? put your No one heard... not above that 

SHE LOCKED YOU IN. WHY?TO PREVENT SHOULDER TO THE DOOR? HEAVE? LOUD, LOUD CATERWAULING OF HER 




Listen, lock wooo? stand outside the nursery door and 

LISTEN? HEAR it? HEAR IT?... | 

Fit's sure LOUD,* ll right? but THEN, of course, ALL * 
, SOUNDS SEEM LOUDEN AT N/SHT... CONTRASTING AGAINST, 
r THE STILLNESS. ESPECIALLY A BABY'S CNY ... 


Pick IT UP, LOCKWOOD f LOOK AT IT ? STNANGE, 
ISN'T IT?... 

r A PAS DOLL, SEWN T06ETHER FROM SCRAPS' 
BUT WHY WOULD SHE MAKE ONE SO 8/6? 


Push open the DOOR, lockwooo? push open the 


NO, LOCK WOOO ? DON’T THINK OF SILLY EXPLANATIONS' 
DON'T GIVE UP AND GO BACK NOW. LISTEN / LISTEN TO 
THE OTHER SOUNDS ...THE SOUNDS BESIDES THE BABY'S 
SQUEALING. 

r*HATS THAT? THE CLANK/N6 OF CHAINS ' itM lcW 
■^WHAT'S GOING ON IN THEREfJ j. 


OH, NY LORD. 

^ CHOKE... 




Yes, MR LOCKWOOD.' THAT'S HER 'BABY 'STUNT'S ‘DURPL/NG'S 
LOOK AT HIM. LOOK AT HIM ANO BE SICK... 


Y ES, LOCKWOOD.' THAT PHOTO WASN'T OF HER 
FATHER* THAT WAS HER HUSBAND. MRS. 
ACKROYD IS ALMOST 70 f HER "BABY" IS ALMOST 
40 f THE OEATH OF HER HUSBAND pURING THE 
WAR, LEAVING HER A WIDOW WITH AN INFANT SON, 


HAD UNHINGED HER MIND.. 


YOUf' 


HE’S DYINGS MY BABY 
■r IS DYING* 


She comes at you, savagely, she's just like she 


-YOU HAD TO LET HER FIND YOU STARING DOWN AT HER 
MANACLEO BABY WITH YOUR BACK TURNED TO HER. YOU 
HAD TO LET HER COME UP BEHIND YOU WITH THE CLUB. 
YOU HAD TO WATCH THE BLACKNESS CLOSE IN AS SHE 
STRUCK... / B — 


WAS ALMOST 40 YEARS AGO, WANTING DESPERATELY TO 
KEEP HER INFANT FOREVER YOURS.. . THE /RASE OF 
HIS FATHER... WITH HER ALWAYS/ SHE N EVER TAUGHT 
HIM TO WALK OR TALK. SHE KEPT H IM A BABY IN RIND 
AS HE GREW TO RANHOOD IN BODY. AND NOW. THIS 
NIGHT, HE IS OY/NS. AND YOU, YOU FOOL.' YOU HAD TO 
BLUNDER IN. YOU HAD TO LET HER SURPRISE YOU . . . 


BUT I LL HAVE A NEW 
BABY NOW f r*T 


OH, YOU SWEETURSS ‘iTTLE PURPLING * 
MOMMY LOVE YOU' MOMMY TAKE CARE OF YOU? 
riZZUM SLEEPY? bOCK-a-BYe B A Br 

StL-. TOP . WXeN M , 



HCH,HEHf WELL, THIS IS THE SECOND OF that TERRIBLE TRIO Of LOATHSOME LAMENTS. THE 6 
TICS. S ROOK IN 6 this IS TOUR REVOLT !N6 RELATER Of RABIO ROMANCES. YOUR VAULT- KEENER, REAW 
TO REVEAL A RE6URS/TAT/N6 RUBBISH- YARN. I CALL this MOROSE ME 83 OF A MEMOIR. . . 

INDISPOSED/ 


Henry grinned down into thi 

LISTENED WITH RAPTURE AND R 
GARBAGE DISPOSAL UNIT STOP 
AND CHATTERING AND BEGAN 1 
ITS JOB WELL. HENRY SIGHED 
OPENED THE CABINET DOORS I 
THE UNIT Off. THE SILENCE 
AROUNO HIM. 


He scoured the sink carefully, 

RINSED OUT THE SPONGE, AND DRIED 
HIS CLEAN WET HANDS ON A NEW 
KITCHEN TOWEL. EVERYTHING HAD 
BEEN TAKEN CARE OF. THERE WAS 
NO TRACE... NO SIGN.. . NOTHING TO 
ATTEST TO THE HIDEOUS DEED IC'D 
JUST COMMITTED. HENRY SHOT A 
QUICK GLANCE AT THE CLOCK.. . 




ION IN HIS FOUL 



The KITCHEN SPARKLEDl HENRY TOOK ONE LAST 
LOOK AROUND, SATISFIED THAT EVERYTHING WAS 
PERFECT, AND SWITCHED OFF THE LIGHT. HE COVED 
DOWN THE HALL TO THE BEDROOM, STEPPED OUT OF 
HIS RED-SPOTTED OVERALLS, REMOVED HIS CRIMSON- 
SMEARED SHIRi; AND STUFFED THEM WTO THE 8ATH- 
ROOM LAUNDRY HAMPER... 


' SHE'S' 
SOM£f 


E LUCKY Y WHILES 
\OEVJLfJ THE CAT'S 


' GUESS YOU > 
WONT BE 
HOUE MUCH \ 
LTHESE MIGHTS, 

|\EH, BOY?^y 


CHAMCE TO 
\^HOWLf. 


HENRY/ 





' OP EN 'EM UP, 
BOYSf i'll err 
\THE ICE? Si 


ATTA BOY. 
HENRY i 


Y HOPE YOU SOT * 

/ GOOD SUPPLY OF 
CHLOROPHYLL, 
HENRY f F MYOLD 
v LADY SMELLS MY 

| \MEAr/t.."y/ 


HOW*D RITA LIKE THE' 
6 AH BASE DISPOSAL 
s unit, henry 



George followeo henry out of 

THE KITCHEN, GLANCING BACK WIST- 
FULLY^ 


He wondered for a moment if 

GEORGE HAD SEEN. HE WONDERED 
IF GEORGE COULD HEAR HIS HEART 
BEATING SO WILDLY IN HIS CHEST. 
HE STEPPED TO THE REFRIGERATOR 
OOOR... SWUNG IT OPEN. . . 


f THANKS, 
GEORGE f IT'S 
600 D TO HAVE 
A PLUMBER 
.AS A FRIEND? 


THREE TIMES' 
AS MUCH, HENRY f 
MAYBE FOUR. 

YOU GOT A REAL. 
y BARSAINfy 


YOU KNOW WHAT I 'F 
WOULO HAVE CXAR6ED JJ 

an ORDINARY ' 
CUSTOMER FOR THAT 
INSTALLATION, HENRY?. 


'The guy with the nagging wife/ that was HENRY. 

AU. RIGHT. HOT ANYMORE, THOUGH. RITA WOULDN'T 
NA6 HIM ANY MORE. RITA WAS DEAD HENRY THOUOHT 
ABOUT RITA. ..THOUGHT ABOUT THE WAY IT USED TO BE- 


THE WHISKY AND ICE AND SODA SEEMED TO BRING 
WARMTH INTO THE LIVING ROOM. HENRY SAT BACK 
SMILING. ..LISTENING TO THE IDLE CHATTER., .THE 
LATEST JOKE... THE LAUGHTER. HENRY WAS CONTENT.. 


r THAT'S A 

600D ONE . 

■ BILL/ A 


’ SAY, DID YOU BUYS ' 
HEAR THE ONE about 
I the GUY WITH THE 
Inass ins wife, .j^ 


" HENRY do 
tws... HENRY 

. DO THAT...^ 


FOR A WIFE. ALWAYS NAS S/NS 
HIM. 'MELVIN, DO THIS .. . 

-V MELVIN DO THAT. . 




Yes, that's the way it used to be. just like the 
JOKE PHIL WAS TELLING. R/TA'D BEEN A SHREW. 
SHE'D MAGGED AND MAGGED HENRY OVER THE YEARS- 
UMMERC/FULLY. henry REMEMBERED. . 


He remembered how she'o make him account to her. 


FOR EVERYTHING... 


[ LOOK AT THAT DUG f ALL TRACKED 
UP f HOW MANY TIMES HAVE X TOLD f SORRY, 
YOU TO WIPE YOUR FEET BEFORE V RITA... 
U'OU COME IMSIDE . . . 




MRS 6REEM down the block has a ^ 
GARBAGE DISPOSAL UMIT. HER HUSBAND 1 
has COMS/DERAT/OM. so, until YOU can 
BUY ME ONE ...YOU CAM TAKEOUT THE 
GARBAGE. HERE / and the CAM’S 
FULL UNDER the S/MKf n— 






Hemny wasn't quite sure, anyway 

IT CAME TO HIM ONE NMHT. . ■ JUST UKE 
THAT? THE PERFECT WAY TO 6ETMC 
OF RITA. WO BOO W NO TRACE? 


So HE'D GONE TO GEORGE. GEORGE 
WAS A FRIEND GEORGE WAS A 
PLUMBER. AND HE'D ASKED HIM. . . 

"george, how \ ' /'■fcoyiUJF/ND 

MUCH WOULD a ] / OUT, HENRY? 
GARBAGE DIS- I WHY ? THINKING 
POSAL UNIT / 1 OF GIVIN6 THE 
COST? / \ WIFE A IRE- 
V SENT? 


now MRS. ELLER has 
a 6ARBA6E DISPOSAL 
UNIT 1 SHE SAYS IT'S 
WONDERFUL! she , 
SAYS IT GRINDS UP J 
BONES, EYEM / / 

L SHE RAYS. 



^ WELL, HENRY. I'LL TELL YOU 
SINCE YOU'RE MY FRIEND, I*LL 
DO IT CHEAP. THEY SEEM TO BE 
GETTIN6 POPULAR AND I ICED 
THE EXPERIENCE OF BOTALL- 
/NS ONE . NEVER HAD A CHANCE 


7fAIR ENOUGH. GEORGE? I 
THANKS f THANKS A J 
V—i LOTf 


C-.SO.I'LL CHARGE YOU FOR\ 
. MATERIALS ONLY LABOR ( 
IS FREE. WHATEVER IT 
COSTS ME, rr COSTS YOU 
we'll BOTH be doing EACH i 
OTHER a FAVOR f FAIR (3 
. ENOUGH? 


Then he'd announced to his wife. 


■ SADLY** 


WHAT'S ON YOUR 
MIND, HENRY? YOU 
TRYING TO SET 

R/D or ml / 


GET R/D OF YOU.RITA7T 
WHY I'D BE LOST 
WITHOUT YOU t 


I HAVE BEEN LOOKING, 

LATELY? YES, HENRY? I THINK 
I WILL 60 TO FLORIDA. 




RlTA'D come imto the kitchen ano 

SQUEA LED WITH DELIGHT.^. 

That's THIS? /oh .^Vtorwhen 
HENRY? A BARB AGE ) YOU COME 
DISPOSAL UNIT ? JBACK, RiTAf 
OH -YOU DA RUNG.'^^^-yi r— T 


THAT* R/BHTf ^FLORIDA! 1 
I'M OFF TO FLORCAX OH, YOU I 

TOMORROW NIGHTf / LUCKY 
HENRY GOT A / BtRL. WELL, t 
BONUS! z ( DON'T YOU 
JUST HOPE HE / WORRY ABOUT 

REMAKES mm- HENRY, Rita/ - 

SELF WHILE WE'LL KEEP OUR 

I'M SOME' \ EYES ON HIM... 

X 8IVE YOU a FULL 
— mx ^^^PEPOPT* j 


NOT YET? JUST 
START INSTAL- 
1 LINS IT f IT'LL 



' SURE THINS, 
HENRY f WE'LL HAVE 
A RESULAR 
STAS PARTY? heh, 
HEHf SH-H-H-H-H' 
HERE SHE COMES f , 


RITA'S LEAVING ON THE SIX \ 
O'CLOCK TRAIN, 0B0R6E'6ET 
IN TOUCH WITH THE BOYS f HAVE 
'EM ALL COME OVER HERE / 
^TONIGHT f ABOUT NINE../ 



And so, at s=«s that evening, hcnry'd backed the 

CAR OUT OF THE OARAGE AND RlTA'D WAVED GOOD-BYE 
TO EVERYBODY ANO HE'D ORIVEN HER INTO TOWN TO 
CATCH THE 6P.M. TRAIN. ONLY, ON THE WAY, HE'O 
STOPPED. AND BEAT HER HEAD TO A B LOOOY PUt*- 

^"oUMH JJMn II.Mn 



HE'D DRIVEN BACK, TURNEO INTO THE GARAGE, CLOSED 
THE DOORS, DRAGGEO HEH BODY FROM THE TRUNK, ANO 
PROCEEDED TO DISMEMBER IT. HE'D SAWED AND 
HACKED AND CHOPPED IT INTO TINY PIECES ANO SHOVED 
THEM INTO THE GROWLING, 6RGMANG, SUCKING GARBAGE 


what's LEFT Of RITA IN the SENE RASE when 
SHE DOESN'T COME BACK FROM FLORIDA! AND 
JUST WHAT WILL THEY FINO? 



•sure: she Y HAW- 
SAys .‘HODSK/NS) HAN ? 

THE UNDER- /^W 

^TAKERr^S V 





HENRY /c'mere 

FOR A MINUTE, } 

V MUH? >4 


INTO A PRESSURE TANK' 

IT 1 # the CLEAREST, 
FRESHEST, BEST TAST/N6 
.NELL WATER rou EVER / 
2l_ DRANK ' MERE . 



It WAS GEORGE . HENRY walkeo across the kitchen to 
the cellar door where he stooo. the others stared at 



HEH.HEM' SO HENRY -.THE DR IP... ' 
POURED OUT A CONFESSION TO 
THE BOYS UNEXPECTEDLY, eh,kiooies? 
WELL, I M/6HT CALL THIS A 'HACK' 
YARN. £ MIGHT EVEN SAY I HAD TO 
'FAUCET'.' BUT I WON'T' PUNS 
LIKE THAT CM BE A ‘DRAIN' ON YOUR 
PATIENCE.' I'LL JUST SAY IT WAS A 
YELP-YARN with 
EVERYTHINS IN IT... 
PLUS THE KITCHEN 
SINK' HEH.HEHf 
WELL, I'LL TURN YOU 
BACK TO THE OLD 
\WirCH NOW... FOR 
If MORE OF HER SARBASE 
\ AND THEN C.K. WILL 
; ’RIND’UP THE RAG. 




THIS IS WHAT MIGHT HAVE 
8EEH IF RALPH HADH'T GOME 


At b o'clock on the dot, a soft chime echoed through the offices of pierce products inc., announcing to 

THE RELIEVED STAFF THAT IT WAS QUITTING TIME. THE SCRATCHING OF PEN -POSITS ON LEDGERS, THE CHATTER OF 
TYPEWRITERS, THE CLICK-CLICK WHIRRING OF ADDING MACHINES ALL FADED ARMY. RALPH CORAH HURRIEDLY THRUST 
THE ‘L-N’ ACCOUNTS BACK INTO THEM RESPECTIVE FOLDERS, PUSHED HIS SWIVEL CHAIR ARMY FROM MIS DESK, ANO 
STARTED TOWARD THE FILE CABINETS. AS HE CROSSED THE OFFICE, HE KEPT LOOKBiG BACK AT THE NEW GIRL THEY'D 
JUSTHREtt. .THE BEDHEAD HE'D BEEN LOOKING AT HER ALL DAY. RALPH JUST HADN'T BEEN ABLE TO DIKE HIS 
EYES OFF BEAUTIFUL WILMA DOONE. 


MAYBE I'M WR0N6, BUT I'M SURE SHE'S GIVING ' 
ME THE EYEf 



SHE'S BEAUTIFUL ...A DOLL. 
\*P£BF£CT DOLL . . . 




And as they beached wema's tree- 
shaded STNEET IN THE SUBURBS, 
RALPH WOULD HAVE NOTICED SEVERAL 
BLACK CATS PLAYING IN HIS CAR'S 
PATH. ANO WILMA WOULD HAVE CRIED 
OUT TO HIM IN AN ANGRY VOICE, ■ . 
^DON'TSTOPFOR) WILMA/ 

THEM} RUN THEM < WHAT f I -Si 
-7 OVER* KILL COULDN'T J ) 
THEM.' J DO THATf J \ 


Ralph would have offered wilma 

A LIFT HOME IN HIS CAR. ANO SHE'D 
HAVE ACCEPTED, HAPPILY. M A FEW 
MINUTES, THEY'D HAVE BEEN CALL- 
INS EACH OTHER BY THEIR FIRST 

fl HAVE A^W^>\ SETTER KEEP ) 
FESSHJN TO MAKE, |T HEM ON T>C A 
WILMA. I HAVEN'T) ROAD, RALPH, 
BEEN ABLE TO TAKE j IF YOU WANT 
>MV£r£SOFFYOU J TO GET ME 1 
s ALL OAT. ■mm HONE ONE, 


HEE.HEE? SCC KIODIES? EVEN AN 

OLD BAB like ME can bet ROMAN- 
TIC. but DON'T bet UPSET, tkre 
IS 60RE TO follow? for example, 

I COULD TELL YOU HOW THESE 
TWO MICHT HAVE GOTTEN TO- 
6ETHER WHAT A BLOOD- -< 

CU NOUNS STORY THAT ) 

\ WOULD HAVE MADE. .. A f ( 


He'D HAVE BEEN IMPRESSED WITH WILMA'S LOVELY HOME, 
ANO, HOLDING HER HAND, RALPH WOULO HAVE ESCORTED HER 

T O THE POOH... - 

/how ABOUT GOING OUr\^l' 0 LOVE TO GO OUT WITH 1 
(with me tomorrow night; you, Ralph, but not at night 
i/ WILMA? WE CAN TAKE IN I THIS WEEK. X WANT TO GET \ 
U SHOW. . D INN EH... -J MY SLEEP for my NEW J 
[ANYTH INS YOU w J JOB. I wouldn't want to ) 
LIKE... -w^n* GET FIRED NOW that YOU I 


fiM... X*M SORRY, RALPH? I Yl DON 'T CARE HON€X 
JUST DESPISE CATS ? DON'T ) AS long as you don't 
l ASK ME WHY/ I CAN'T DESPISE ME. . . 



AT HIM WARMLY AND A6REE0 TO GO 



And RALPH WOULD HAVE ADORED THE WAY WILMA'S 




'wXm SORRY, baby.' Xj of s- 
' and I was GOING to k, COURSE, 

TAKE YOU OUT T0U8HT. RALPH/ - 

however,i'll FOR- .Jwe CAN 

)6tVE YOU IF YOU'LL Y RI0E 0UT 
, LET ME PICK YOU UP J INTO THE 
S TOMORROW... -rf COUNTRY f 
^ k I'D ENJOY ' 
j is THAT... Y 


'AREN'T YOU SOI MS TO { ANOTHER J 

INVITE ME IN, J J TIME.RALPR 

~r WILMA? yr' 00 YOU HINDI 

r HAVE a SPLITTING 

headache! 


So RALPH WOULD HAVE TAKEN WILMA 


Ralph would have driven home. 



The next day would have been a wonderful one for 

AND SUNNY. AND, EXCEPT FOR THE SMALL, 

WOULD HAVE HAPPENED WHEN HE 


But. m another instant, that memory would have 




Wilma would have forgotten ano left the door 

SLIGHTLY AJAR. AND THE BIG BLACK CAT WOULD'VE 
0 OUT, PURRING AND RUBBING AGAINST RALPH'S 


And a few seconos later, Ralph's beautiful red- 
head WOULO HAVE I 



But the incident woulo have been ouicxly forgotten 

BY RALPH, WHOSE HEART ANDMIND WOULD HAVE BEEN TOO 
FULL OF LOVE FOR WILMA TO HARBOR ANY BAD THOUGHTS OF 
HER. ANO THEY'D HAVE DRIVEN OUT TO SOME CALM.QUIET, 
WUSTIC SPOT , ■ AND HE'D HAVE P ROPOSEO. ■ . 
f OM. MRLINGf I DO WANT YOuTTCbUT WHY. DEAR? iTrWo'' 
• YOU'LL NEVER KNOW HOW MUCH j PEOPLE LOVE EACH _/ 
BUT I CAN'T MARRY YOU. 


'I'D... I'D LIKE TO JF£j£Tj 
YOUR FAMILY, WILMA... \ 
YOUR FATHER... voun 
MOTHER. THEY MUST ) 
BE WONDERFUL J 
PEOPLE TO HAVE A \ 
DAUGHTER UKE fe 

-w you. 


MY FATHER IS DEAD f t, 
AND MY MOTHER... I ] 
HATE HER WITH ALL / 
my HEART MO SOUL. ) 
WITH EVERY OUNCE OF 1 
STRENGTH IM M t BODY, 
ff I HATE HER W 


'OTHER, NOTHING ELSE 
SHOULD MATTER. 
WOULDN'T YOUR FAMILY 

APPROVE of me? 


Ralph cowan would have been 
shocked at the cold bitter malice 

I N WILMA'S VOICE . . . 

/YOUR MOTHErXshVs NOTuvL 
WILMA? HOW U REAL MOTHERf ) 
CAN YOU HATE ) she's U1STEP- 
YOUR own ^ MOTHER* OH, 1 
.MOTHER? ) PLEASE/ don't ) 
MAKE ME TALK J 
ABOUT HER ANY- ' 

|B my' 0k I more / it's spoiled • 

THOU DAT ' 

'l roR MF - wa 


Ralph would have worried about 

WHAT WILMA HAD SAID, AND THE 
NEXT MORNIN6, HE’D HAVE COME TO 
A DECISION. HE'D HAVE CALLED 
HIS BOSS AND TOLD A WHITE LIE... 


I 'L L MAKE HER UNDERSTAND 
THAT WILMA AND I LOVE EACH 
OTHER AND SHE CAN’T STAND 
IN OUR JAY, . . 


HE 0 HAVE GROWN MORE AND MORE UNEASY WITH EACH 
BLOCK HE'D PASSED BRINGING HIM NEARER TO THE OOONE 
HOME. AND BY THE TIME HE'D ARRIVED, HE'D HAVE BEEN 

SHAKING WITH NERVOUSNESS. , ■ 

/IF SHE'S AS AS WILMA SAKS SHEIS, SHE 
f NOT LISTEN TO REASON. WELL. ..I'M NOT 

J GOING TO BACK DOWN MOW . 


Ralph would have forced himself to walk to the 

DOOR, ANO HE'D HAVE PRESSED THE DOORBELL WITH 
TREMBLING HAND. IT WOULD HAVE SOUNDEOLIKE THE 
KNELL OF DOOM TO HM... 


^WHAT'S TAK/NGSOLOHO? 
MAYBE SHE'S NOT HOME ? ■ 
H maybe... 


TES? MHO IS 

*7 rr? 



MRS.OOONE WOULD HAVE LET RALPH INTO THE HOUSE, 
ANO HE*0 HAVE BEEN ASTONISHED TO SEE WHAT A SWEET 
LOOKING UTTLE OLD LADY SHE WAS, WITH A KINDLY 
LIGHT IN HER SOFT BLUE EYES, ANO A WRINKLED PACE 
WREATHED IN A PLEASANT SMILE .. . 
fvoim A PRIENDoTwiL MA 'S. T'^WAN^tnf~\^. 
YOU SAY? HOW A HOE/ WILMA'S S DOONE. RALPH \ 
AT WORK. BUT WHY DON'T YOU J COWAN. THANK YOUf / 
7 come IN. l yOWELL? there ,S SOMF - L 
TH/NG i d like to , 

j | !ifi ' TBfl WliW TALK OVER wrn you. 


'YOU SEE, MR. COWELL? THE ^ 
MOMENT I SAW YOU, I KNEW , 
YOU WERE 9000' MY CATS J 
LIKE YOOf 


COWAN, MRS. DOONE ' 1 
BUT PLEASE. .CALL ME 
RALPH Z NOW, ABOUT 
WILMA AMO MEfE- 1 
Hl that is... WE-. ywL 


When WILMA WOULD HAVE COME HOME, SHE'D HAVE 
SHOUTED AMBRILY AT HER STEP-MOTHER THE MOMENT 
SHE'D SEEN RALPH 6 ROWING DROWSY FROM HIS SECOND 


OH? H'LO, WILM. 


YOU DID IT AGAIN.Y I WD NO^~\ 
9EE. .EEEI — SLEE^. ) YOU WRETCH^ YOU ) SUCH THINS.') 

MW' TRICKED ME r — HE CAME OF s 
Kpm AGAIN/ OWN ACCORD, 


Ralph's body would have grao-^ 

UALLY BEGUN TO ACHE AS EVERY 
SINEW ANO MUSCLE TIGHTENED, THEN 


DO YOU THINK MY CATS 1 SHUT UP/ * 
LIKE THE STINKING l SHUT UP/ 
POTTING DEAD MEAT n p-" 
YOU DRAG HOME FROM mil 
YOUR GRAYS -0/ GG/NGS. 

W YO u GHOUL/ 


‘ YOU PUT SOME P THAT 'STUPE " l 
,OF THAT STUPE ) AS YOU CALL IT, 
7 IN HIS WINEf % IS MY REST 

potion... x 


'NO, YOU WITCH ( X 
NO/ 1 WONT LET | 
YOU HAVE HIM? -< 
NOT THIS ONE/. 


DON'T BE AN 
, IDIOT, WILMA. 

HOW MANY 
' OPPORTUNITIES 


DO WE HA YE TO 



Yes, RALPH WOULD HAVE BEEN UNABLE TO DO AWY- 
TMWG... EXCEPT LISTEN ANO WATCH AS THE OLO 
LADY SHARPENED THE CLEAVER ANO WILMA HEAD 


HE'LL LOOK AT YOU ANO HE WONT SHE'S MONT. V A/O/ 

• S££ TOUR BEAUTY ANY WORE. HE'LL ) RALPH' SHE IS// NO f 
SEE YOU SCRATCHING AT GRAVES^] IT'S HO 9000 NO f 
0/06 /MS DOWN TO THE BOTT/N6 ) ANY NONE/ l 1-1 
GOEE/NS WITH THEIR MOLDY Y I TRIED TO !&■ 
PUTRESCENT CORPSES- AND J HIDE it from 

TEARING AT THEIR FLESH... T^t YOU? 1 TRIED. /y Ml 


[PL EASE / NOT THIS ONE/' 
> I WANTED HIM... FOR A I 
HUSBAND/ A woman NEEDS 
A MAN -EVEN IF SHE IS A t- 1 
GHOUL. YOU GOT THE w' 
OTHERS' LEA YE this 
ONE. I'Ll BRING THE 
CATS MEAT .. 


i ITS TOO LATE, 

I YOU FOOL ? HE 
I KNOWS NOW? 

1 HOW COULD YOU 
EXPECT him TO 
LOVE YOU NOW.. 


‘USX SAID, KIDDIES, I COULD HAVE TOLD YOU THAT 
STORY? BUT ACTUALLY, YOU SEE, THAT'S NOT WHAT HAP- 
, PENED? THAT'S WHAT WOULD HAVE HAPPENED TO 
RALPH IF HE DIDN'T.. WELL, LET'S GO BACK/ YOU — 
REMEMBER HE WAS IN THE OFFICE . ALONE WITH 
WILMA, WALKING TOWARD THE FILE CABINETS. AND 
SHE WAS STALL IN6, AND GIVING HIM THE EYE... 1 
INVITING HIM TO A HORR/BLE FATE... IHAj.w *0 


I HOPE HE’S AS' 
GOOD AS THE ^ 
^ OTHERS... 


yUUAAAA A 


Well, Ralph was lucky, kiddies? VERY lucky? he 

WAS SO ABSORBED IN WILMA S EXCITING BEAUTY, HE 
DIDN'T LOOK WHERE HE WAS GOING... 


... MISSED THE FILE CABINETS, ANO WENT OUT THE 
OPEN W/NDOW, PLUNGING TWENTY STORIES TO THE 


I'LL OFFER TO DRIVE HER HOME. 
I ASK HER FOR A DATE... AND j 






.TO A VERY EASY DEATH/ 




The wino howled and blew icily around the lone man 

ON PLOOOINe SNOWSHOES STRUGGLING THROUGH THE 
WINTRY WASTELANDS. SNOW STILL LAV IN A THICK WHITE 
CARPET AS FAR AS HIS ACHING.TE A RING EYES COULD SEE, 
EVEN THOUGH THE SPRING THAWS HAD BEGUN BACK AT THE 
RIVER. WHEEZING.. . HIS BREATH FROSTING WHITELY IN A 
CLOUD AND TURNING TO ICE ON HIS CHEEKS... THE MAN 
STUMBLED ON, AND AT LAST SAW THE WELCOME LIGHT 
GLEAMING INTO THE GATHERING DARKNESS AHEAD.. .THE 
TRAPPER'S CABIN... NESTLED AMONG THE TOWERING 
SNOW-LAOEN PINES 





ia,Z KNOW. they TOLD 
ME BACK AT THE SETTLEMENT 
THAT JAKE BAA ROW WOULO j 
SELL OUT HIS CABIN AND A 

GE AH . I CA ME TO MA KE 
TERMS AND BUY YOU OUT.. 


AFTER A WHILE, AS THE PENETRATING WARMTH OF THE 
FIREPLACE STOLE THROUGH THE VISITOR'S SHIVERING BODY 
AND THE BLUENESS DRAINED AWAY FROM HIS UPS , HE 
SPOKE - r 


' JUST LE'ME KNOW 
WHAT YOU'RE WILLIN' 
T' PAY? I'M READY 
TO START PACK /AT 
RIGHT AWAY... 


jHOWDY, NED 'WELL, 
\l‘VE BEEN TRAPPING 
THESE PARTS FOR 
QUITE A SPELL ... 
AND I'M READY TO 
PULL UP STAKES ANO 
^ QUIT, MYSELF... 


LORO? I NEVER KNEW ALASKA ’ 
WOULO BE THIS COL Dfttl NAMES 
MED DRAKE .. JUST up from the 
STATES LOOKING TO SETTLE I 
DOWN IN THESE PARTS AND TRY / 
MY LUCK AT TRAPPING- 



'cOEY.rou SAY' 
LE'ME WARN 
I YOU, SON? 


PARDON MY CURIOSITY T SON, THIS 
JAKE... BUT WHY ARE [a LONELY 
you ourrriNO? every- iJEE-MNM7 
ONE SAYS YOU GOT / LONELY? IT 
M/SNTY SOOD A CAN GET ON 
TRAPPINGS UP A YOUR NERVE. 
HERE... PLENTY OF \ AFTER A WHIl 
SILVER FOX. ..LYNX..i YOU MARRtE 

wtwm amm ^ - 



WIVES .JAKE 
WHERE'S 
YOURS f TWY 

SAID BACK AT 
SETTLEMENT- 



SHE. ..SHE... WELL, SON. IT'S A LON6 
STORY. YOU OUGHT TO HEAR IT 
THOUGH. YOU MIGHT THINK TWICE 
ABOUT BRING IN' A WOMAN UP 
HERE. AN SINCE I CANT 
TILL MCRMN' 



The two men settleo DOWN, STUFFED THEIR pipes, and lit UP. CURIOSITY 
CONSUMED NED DRAKE AS HE WAITED FOR THE STORY TO BEGIN. JAKE'S EYES 
NARROWED, FIXING THEMSELVES UPON THE FLICKERING OIL LAMP ON THE 
TABLE. THE TRAPPER STARED MOOOILY AT THE DANCING FLAME WITH A SEC- 
RET SMILE TUGGING AT HIS LIPS. BEFORE HIS VOICE ROSE ABOVE THE WINO. 






' With mc not able to get out and 

GET TO THE SETTLEMENT FOR SUP- 
PLIES, IT DIDN'T TAKE LONG BEFORE 

I REALIZED . /Jr ' 

FOODS RUNNIN 1 LOW? 

JERKED BEEF'S ALL j 
GONE. ONE CAN OF > 

BEANS LEFT. . . A LITTLE 
> FLOUR... SOME DRIED 
FISH. YOU GOTTA STOP J 
EAT/N6 ALL THE TIME, \ 

' MIRANDA/ WE GOTTA GO 
ON STRICT RATIONIN6... 


'Me, tm a great reader' had a 

GOOD STOCK OF BOOKS ON HAND TOO. 
HER EATIN' AND MY HEADIN' KEPT 
US OUT OF EACH OTHER'S HAIR, Z 
GUESS. BUT THE SNOW KEPT FALUN 1 
PILIN' UP... AN' WE WERE KEPT PRIS- 
ONERS LONGER THAN WE EXPECTED-' 


T STOP 1 
1 EAT/NS 
JAKE ! i 
\ GO ON ( 
RATION- 
INS / NO, 

JAKE.' 

\PLEASE.. 


/ EVEN IF I COULD D/O MY WAY 

\l miT t mm nu-r UAtrr IT m 


OUT, I COULONT MAKE IT TO 
THE SETTLEMENTS LOOKS LIKE 
WE'RE TRAPPED HERE ANOTHER 
MONTH, MIRANOA... W 


1 'MlRANOA POINTED TO MY OIL LAM*! 


‘To MIRANDA, ALWAYS A HOGGISH EATER, THE IOEA OF 
CONSERVING FOOD WAS THE WORST KINO OF TORTURE . 
SHE SMS MISERABLE FROM THEN 
REDUCED TO A BIT OF DRIED FIT 
SOME WEAK COFFEE.. 

JAKEf FOR SOD'S SAKE. / 

I’M HUNGRY f I'M STARV- 
ING TO DEATH/ I CAN'T J 

STAND it. . . j j 


WHAT ABOUT THAT?... THE WHALE DON'T YOU 
OIL YOU BURN M THAT LAMP... JUST \ £VER TOUCH 
TO READ SOME STUPID BOOKS ? THAT OIL/ 

THAT'S 6000 RICH FOOD... WHALE ) NEVER f THAT'S 
OIL f AND IWRE WASTING ITf for ME... TO < 

\ M READ BY/ 

^ UNDERSTANDS 


YOU'LL JUST HAVE TO 
STANO IT, YOU FAT FOOL. 
WHAT'LL YOU EAT WHEN 
THIS IS GONE ? 



'Miranda didn't understand, of course, she 

COULDN'T SEE THAT MV BOOKS... MY PRECIOUS 
RE ADIN8. . .WAS A TREASURE THAT KEPT ME FROM 
OOIN6 MAO... OCCUPYING MY MINO DURING THOSE LON 
ORAOGINO HOURS... DAYS. ■ .WEEKS... ETERNITIES.. .' 


'Trouble was, miranoa had nothing to keep hermino 
OCCUPIED.. .NOTHING BUT THE THOUGHT OF HOW HER 
GNAWING STOMACH CRAVED FOOD. IT WAS A DAY OR SO 
LATER... WHEN I WAS REFILLING THE LA»»>. . .THAT I 
NOTICED.. / l | ij — JMJ—M 

T THAT'S funny f OIL 'S 6E T T/NS 
LOW! THE LAMP ISN'T BURNING IT 
UP THAT FAST' UNLESS.. UNLESS.. . f* ■{.. 


OH, YOU WON'T STARVE, 
.MIRANDA... NOT WITH ALL 
THAT FAT YOU FLOAT INf 
YOU COULD PROBABLY HIBERNATE^ 
FOR WEEKS. . . LUCE A BEAK. 3 0 
STOP TRYING TO MAKE ME PITY A 
< YOU f 


SO. ..SOB...' 

SO HUMSRY? 


‘I FOUGHT OFF SLEEP THAT 


NIGHT- 

FOUGHT TO KEEP AWAKE. AND SURE 
ENOUGH, WHEN MIRANDA THOUGHT I 
WAS ASLEEP, SHE GOT UP OUT OF BED, 
TIPTOED TO THE WHALE- ~ — 


‘For A MOMENT I WANTED TO KILL 
HER AND THEN X REMEMBERED? 
EVEN WITH THE WHALE OIL GONE, 

1 COULD STILL READ...' I ,,. 

V TALLOW CANDLES... MX. from 

[ WHALE BLUBBER? THEY'LL GIVE 

V ME THE LIGHT X NEED... 


I SPRANG AT HER IN A FURY.. 
CURSED HER... PUL LEO THE KEG 
FROM HER FAT GREASY PAWS, . .' 


YOU UGLY TUB Of LARD, ) YOU ' 
DRINKING MY.. MY. . . t; AND YOUR 

IT'S EMPTY? SOME?] STUPID 
HOW W/L L I SEE. BOOKS / / 

MOW 9 HOW WILL J WELL MY \ 
. I READ MY STOMACH 

L BOOKS ? 1 9 MOKE 

IMPORTANT.. 

' me > 


-OIL KEG, 


GURGLE. 

GURGLE. 


STOP IT? 
STOP... 


By BURNING SEVERAL CANDLES AT ONCE , X OBTAINED 
ENOUGH LIGHT TO READ BY AND ONCE MORE I SETTLED 
DOWN TO LONG, OUIET, SATISFYING HOURS OF INDULGING 
IN MY PRINTED PLEASURES. ■ . ' 


•'THE CANDLES f WHY THERE'RE ONLY A FEW 
LEFT / but I DIDN'T BURN THEM* THERE WERE 
PLENTY. . . of. . . MIRANDA ? — 

T MIRANDA' . — 



( VI RAN DA' DID TOU^fF COURSE 
I touch MY CANDLESfWOT.f LET ME 
\ ANSWER VE ^ 00 f WH- 
V WHAT MOULD 

AVAH I DO WITH 

K *L JMnw 

YtdJvaM HATS' SURE' 
^KTfJSJ^L THAT* IT' A 


, JAK l DON'T'' 
) LET ME OOf I 
IT'S RATS X ] 
TELL YOU? / 
I HEARD THEM j 
6NAW/N6 ( 
LAST NIQHTf / 


YOU FEMALE > 
SWINE' WHERE ARE 
my CANDLES? - 
ANSWER**'. A. 


BLOATED TUB OF LARD.. 


'Yeah, it was a RAT, all hiwt< A BIB, FAT FEMALE 1 


*1 GAVE UP/ Z LET HER 60. BUT IN THE MIDOLE OF 
THE NIGHT, AS X LAY SLEEPLESS AND TOSSING*! 
HEARD THE ONAWINO AND MUNCHING. 


EATING NT CANDLES' 
- YOU' YOU 


iyhat'S THAT? CHEW/N6 
SOUNDS ' IS IT RATS, . 
AFTER ALL, at my A 
. CANDLES? 


'She FOUGHT FIERCELY. .. Ul® A MILO ELEPHANT, SHE 
MANAGED TO SHOVE ME AWAY AND CRAM THE LAST CA* 
OOWN HER GREEDY BULLET...’ 


There was only one candle left, i screamed , 

' LEAVE IT' you alTthe'^^’ I'm HUN6 

OTHERS / DOZENS OF them' 

LEAVE VE the LAST ONE' 

please' please' y# Mil. 


DIRTY, FAT, OVERStUFFED 
SLOB . . . - 





'She laumcd at me. mock 

ME... KNOW IM6 SHE W AS SAFE. 
THEM WHAT WIU. YOU ' 
OO? ... S/7 HEME M/TH 
MY BODY R0TT/M6 
AWAY /MTO A ST/NK- J 
/MS MESS ? 


'Even the wood supply fop the 

FIREPLACE WAS RUNNINS LOW. MY 
EYES TURNED BLOODSHOT AND 
SMARTED AND CAVE ME INTOLERABLE 
HEADACHES, AS I WAS FORCED TO 
REAO BY THE DIM WAVERMS FIRE- 
LIGHT... ^ ^ 


r SHUT 
) UP? 

' SHUT 
UP. < 


SO AHEAD/ SHOOT / '] 
HAH, HAH? SHOOT/ J 


She CAM 'T EAT MOOD, 
THANK HEAVENS' BUT 
MY EYES. ..LORD. 


'I SPENT THE WHOLE DAY CAREFULLY SCRAPING OFF EVERY 
SHRED OF FATTY TISSUE STILL CLINGING TO THE HIDES, 
HOARDING EACH KNIFE SUVER INTO A CAN, AS IF IT WERE 

polo../ i j> — ^ 

' PHEW' AWFUL SMELL' eir id be < I 

TO READ MY BOOKS ASA/M WITHOUT GOING KliBai 

bund • ‘I 


THESE UM CUBED PUPS' I COULD SCRAPE 
OFF THE EXCESS AM/MAL FAT... SOU IT 
DOMM. . J/URN IT IN the LAMP 


'But in the morning, when i looked into the 

CAN THAT SHOULD HAVE HELD THE SCRAPS OF ANIMAL- 
FAT THAT I'D PAINFULLY COI L ECTEO.BIT BY BIT. 

[ Enerrr EMPTY' MIRANDA 'DID YOUL 


'FELL, EXHAUSTED, INTO BED THAT NIGHT. EVERY 


TOMORROW. I LL RENDER THE FAT BO/L 
IT DOMM in the /ROM POT... GOOD AM/MAL A 
S PEASE . TO BURN . TO READ BY. . ^ 

YAWNN . 




‘She sat there, grinning, wiping the last of 

THE PLATE-LICKING HER STUBBY LITTLE GREASY 

FINGERS -AND MOCKING ME..' n ^ 

|— Dio I WHAT, JAKE? DIO I EAT YOUR’ 
■Hf ANIMAL- FAT S HAYINGS.' WELL, 

OF COURSE, YOU FO OL r K I N D OF , 
'! RANCID... 6U ' I DION ’ T MIND ' A 

1 * AS HUNGRY rr ’^1 I 


I LOOKED AT HER... AND YET I DIDN'T SEE HER. I SAW MY 
LAST CHANCE SUPPING AWAY. I FELT MY EYES SMART AND 
TEAR EVEN IN ANTICIPATION OF READING BY FIRELIGHT 
AGAIN. I FELT MY HEADACHE RETURN. ..THROBBING ...THROBBING. 
AND MIRANDA SWAM BEFORE ME. ..LIKE A BIG FAT RUBBER BAL- 
LOON, SWINGING IN THE WIND-* ~= >-— . .. 


JAKE? WHAT is IT, JAKE? 

JAKE' 


Jake looked at his guest and smiled. ,. l | 


SEND YOUR WIFE BACK TO NOME, son'^the OIL LAMP.' 
GET in A 6000 SUFPL r OF BOOKS ' ) T_. 1 .. I 

NOTHING LIKE CURLIN' UP WITH A J TH0U6HT YOU 

6000 BOOK by an OIL LAMP on T said Miranda 
DARK WKTRY SNOWED- IN NIGHTS... I DRANK UP ALL 
^ THE WHALE 

■L m H 

m. those? . 



HEH, HEH' OF COURSE, ALL YOU FIENDS 
HAVE 6UESSED JAKE BARROWS CHARMING 
SECRET' YEP, HE FINALLY GOT HQ BOILED 
UP OVER HIS WIFE , SHE WAS BOILEO UP, 
PERIOD.' MO A'W'CHANCE SHE HAO, 
TOOf SHE COULDN'T RUN AWAY.' THE 
ONLY RUNN/N6 SHE DID WAS FROM THE B/S 
IRON POT INTO 
JAKE'S WHALE OIL 
KE6.' YOU MIGHT 
SAY MIRANDA 
WAS FINALLY 
THOUGHT IN 
JAKE'S LIFE' 
WELL, WE'LL ALL 
SEE YOU NEXT 
in MY uea SALES 
FROM THE CRYPT f 
'BYE, NOW/ 





